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I feare quod he, 

It wyll not be. 

For he wyll not come out. 
The fergeaunt faid. 

Be not afrayd. 

It lball be brought about. 

In many a game, 

Lyke to the fame, 

Haue I bene well in vre, 

And for your fake, 

Let me be bake, 

But yf I do this cure. 

Thus part they both, 

And foorth then goth, 

A pace this officere, ' 

And for a day. 

All his array. 

He chaunged with a frere. 

So was he dight, 

That no man might, 

Hym for a frere deny. 

He dopped and dooked, 

He fpake and looked. 

So religioufly. 

Yet in a glaffe. 

Or he would pafie. 

He toted and he peered. 

His harte for pryde, 

Lepte in his fyde, 

To fee how well he freered. 
Than forth a pace. 

Unto the place, 

He goeth withouten lhame 
To do this dede. 

But now take hede. 

For here begynneth the game. 
He drew hym ny. 

And foftely, 

Streyght at thedore he knocked : 
And a damfell, 

That hard hym well. 

There came and it vnlocked. 
The frere fayd. 

Good fpede fayre mayd. 

Here lodgeth fuch a man. 

It is told me : 

Well fyr quod Ihe, 

And yf he do what than. 

Quod he mayftrefie. 

No harme doutlefle : 

It longeth for our order, 

To hurt no man, 

But as we can, * 

Euery wight to forder. 

With hym truly, 

Fayne fpeake would I. 

Sir quod fhe by my fay. 

He is fo fike. 

Ye be not lyke. 

To fpeake with hym to day. 
Quod he fayre may'. 

Yet I you pray. 

This much at my defire, 
Vouchefafe to do, 

As go hym to. 

And fay an auften frere 
Would with hym fpeke. 

And matters breake, 

For his auayle certayn. 

Quod fhe I wyll, 

Stonde ye here ftyll, 

Tyll I come downe agayn. 

Vp is fhe go, * 

And told hym fo. 

As fhe was bode to fay, 

He miftruftying. 

No maner thyng, 

Savd may den go thy way. 

And fetch him hyder, 

That we togyder, 

May talk, A downe Ihe gothe. 


Vp fhe hym brought. 

No harme fhe thought, 

But it made fome folke wrothe. 
This officere, 

This fayned frere. 

Whan he was come aloft. 

He dopped than. 

And grete this man, 

Religioufly and oft. 

And he agayn, 

Ryght glad and fayn, 

Toke hym there by the hande, 
The frere than fayd, 

Ye be difmayd. 

With trouble I underftande. 

In dede quod he, 

It hath with me. 

Bene better than it is. 

Syr quod the frere. 

Be of good chere. 

Yet fhall it after this. 
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But I would now. 

Comen with you. 

In counfayle yf you pleafe. 

Or ellys nat 
Of matters that. 

Shall fet your heart at eafe. 
Downe went the mayd, 

The marchaunt fayd, 

Now fay on gentle frere. 

Of thys tydyng, 

That ye me bryng, 

I long full fore to here. 

Whan there was none. 

But they alone. 

The frere with euyll grace, 

Sayd, I reft the, 

Come on with me, 

And out he toke his mace : 

Thou fhalt obay, 

Come on thy way, 

I have the in my douche. 

Thou goeft not hence, 

Bor all the penfe, 

i he mayre hath in his pouche. 
This marchaunt there. 

For wrath and fere, 

He waxyng welnygh wood, 

Sayd horfon thefe, 

With a mifchefe, 

W ho hathtaught the thy good. 
And with his flit, 

Vpon the lyft. 

He gaue hym fuch a blovj, 

-That backward downe, 

Almoft in fowne. 

The frere is ouerthrow. 

Yet was this man, 

Well fearder than. 

Left he the frere had flayne, 

Tyll with good rappes. 

And heuy clappes. 

He dawde hym vp agayne. 

The frere toke harte. 

And vp he ftarte. 

And well he layde about. 

And fo there goth, 

Betwene them both, 

Many a lufty clout. 

They rent and tere, 

Eche others here, 

And claue togyder faft, 

Tyll with luggyhg, 

And with tuggyng. 

They fell downe bothe at laft. 
Than on the groiinde, 

Togyder rounde, 

With many a fadde ftroke, 

I hey roll and rumble. 

They turne and tumble, 

PfSges do in a poke. 
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So long aboue, 

They heue and Ihoue, 

Togider that at laft. 

The mayd and wyfe, 

To breake the ftrife, 

Hyed them vpward faft. 

And whan they fpye, 

Thecaptayneslye, 

Both waitring on the place. 

The freres hood. 

They pulled a good, 

Adowne about his face. 

Whyle he was blynde. 

The wenche behynde, 

Lent him' leyd on the fiore, . 

Many a ioule. 

About the noule. 

With a great batyldore. 

The wyfe came yet, 

And with her fete. 

She holpe to kepe him downe, 

And with her rocke, 

Many a knocke. 

She gaue hym on the crowne. 

They layd his-mace, 

About his face. 

That he was wood for payne : 

The fryre frappe. 

Gate many a fwappe, 

Tyll he was full nygh flayne. 

Vp they hym lift, 

And with „y 11 thrift, 

Hedlyng a long the ftayre, 

Downe they hym threwe. 

And fayde adewe, - 

Commende us to the mayre. 

The frere arofe, 

But I luppofe, 

Amafed was his hed. 

He fhoke his eares. 

And from grete feares. 

He thought hym well yfled. 

Quod he now loft. 

Is all this coft. 

We be neuer the nere. 

Ill mote he be, 

That caufed me, 
i To make my felf a frere. 

Now matters all. 

Here now I fhall, 

Ende there as I began. 

In any wyfe, 

I would auyfe. 

And counfayle euery man. 

His owne craft vfe. 

All newe refufe. 

And lyghtly let them gone : 

Play not the frere. 

Now make good chere, 

And welcome euerych one. 

A ruful lamentacion (writen by matter Thomas More 
in his youth) of the deth of quene Elifabeth mother 
to king Henry the eight, wife to king Henry the 
feuenth, and eldeft doughter to king Edward the 
fourth, which quene Elifabeth dyed in childbed in 
February in the yere of our Lord 1 503, and in the 
18 yere of the raigne of king Henry the feuenth. 

Ye that put your truft and confidence. 

In worldly ioyand frayle profperite, 

That fo lyue here as ye fhould neuer -hence. 

Remember death and loke here vppon me. 

Enfaumple 1 thynke there may no better be. 

Your felfe wotte well that in this realme was I, 

Your quene but late, and lo now here I lye. 

Was I not borne of olde worthy linage ? 

Was not my mother queene my father kyng? 

Was I not a kinges fere in marriage ? 

Had I not plenty of euery pleafaunt thyng ? 

Mercifull god this is a ftraunge reckenyng : 

Rychefle, honour, welth, and aunceftry ? 

Hath me forfaken and lo now here 1 ly. 
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If worfhip myght haue kept me, I had not gone. 

If wyt myght haue me faued, I neded not fere. 

If money myght haue holpe, I lacked none. 

But O good God what vaylech all this gere. 

When deth is come thy mighty mefiangere. 

Obey we muff; there is no remedy, 

Me hath he fommoned, and lo now here I ly. 

Yet was I late promifed otherwyfe, 

This yere to liue in welth and delice. 

Lo where to commeth thy blandifhyng promyfe^ 

O falfe aftrolagy and deuynatrice. 

Of goddes fecretes makyng thy felfe fo wyfe. 

How true is for this yere thy prophecy. 

The yere yet latteth, and lo nowe here I ly. 

O bryttill welth, as full of bitterneflfe. 

Thy fingle pleafure doubled is with payne. 

Account my forow firft and my chftreffe, 

In fondry wyfe, and recken there agayne. 

The ioy that I haue had, and I da.e iayne. 

For all my honour, endured yet haue I, 

More wo then welth, and lo now here I ly. 

Where are our caftels, now where are our towers. 
Goodly Rychmonde fone art thou gone from me, 

At Weftminlier that coitly worke of yours, 

Myne owne dere lorde now fhall I neuer fee. 

Almighty god vouchefafe to graunt that ye, 

For you and your children well may edcfy. 

My palyce bylded is, and lo now here I ly. 

Adew myne owns dere fpoufe my worthy lorde, 

The faithfull loue, that dyd vs both combyne. 

In mariage and peafable Concorde, 

Into your handes here I cleane refyne. 

To be bellowed vppon your children and myne. 

Erft wer you father, and now mutt ye fupply. 

The mothers part alfo, for lo now here I ly. 

B’arewell my doughter lady Margerete. 

God wotte full oft it greued hath my mynde, 

That ye fhould go where we fhould leldome mete. 

Now am I gone, and haue left you behynde. 

O mortall folke that we be very blynde. 

That we leaft feare, full oft it is mod nye, 

From you depart I fyrft, and lo now here I lye. 

Farewell Madame my lordes worthy mother. 

Comfort your fonne, and be ye of good chere. 

Take all a worth, for it will be no nother. 

Farewell my doughter Katherine late the fere. 

To prince Arthur myne owne chyld fo dere, 

It booteth not for me to wepe or cry. 

Pray for my foule, for lo now here I ly. 

Adew lord Plenry my louyng fonne adew. 

Our lorde encreafe your honour and eftate, 

Adew my doughter Mary bright of hew, 

God make you vertuous wyfe and fortunate. 

Adew fwete hart my litle doughter Kate, 

Thou fhalt fwete babe fuche is thy defteny, 

Thy mother neuer know, for lo now here I ly. 

Lady Cicyly Anne and Katheryne, 

Farewell my welbeloved lifters three, 

0 lady Briget other filler myne, 

Lo here the ende of worldly vanitee. 

Now well are ye that earthly foly flee. 

And heuenly thynges'loue and magnify. 

Farewell and pray for me, for lo now here Uy. 

A dew my lordes, a dew my ladies all, 

A dew my faithful leruauntes euerych one# 

A dew my commons whom I neuer fhall. 

See in this world vvherfore to the alone, 

I m mortall god verely three and one, 

1 me commende. 1 hy infinite mercy. 

Shew to thy feruant, for lo now here I ly. 

Certain meters in Englifh written by mailer Thnnvi<a 
More in hys youth for the boke of fortune, and cmftd 
them to be printed in the begynnyng of that boke. 

Fhe wordes of Fortune to the people. 

M 1 N E high eftate P ower a nd au&oritie 

If , ye J? e kno ^’ enferche and ye fhall fpye. 

That richefle, worfhip, welth, and dignitie, ' 

Joy, reft, and peace, and allthyno- fvnallv ’ 

That any pleafure or profit may come by * 

To mannes comfort, ayde, and fuftinaunce. 

Is all at my deuyfe and ordinaunce. 

Without 
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